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r/GRIZZLY GUARDIAN" 

YOUNG TIM DUNBAR \ 
was so scared, that ihe ual 



right 1 



hi5 forest's Remington. 

Every lorest Eound became s threat that 
him whirl about and sent his hair rising 
porcupine's quills. He had a 
(or old One-Ear was a kill 
btat that had been slaying ranch slock for the 
past five years. Every attempt lo trap or poison 
Old One-Ear. or to run him down with hounds, 
had failed r Cunning and voracious, Ihe huge 
jriaily had continued lo live in the Snow Peak 
mountain country— and to live at his pleasure, off 
th» iheep and steers of the nearby ranches. 

And now— at last— Tim Dunbar, son of a 
local rancher, had discovered Old One-Ear's 
hidt-out. He crouched, looking at it. It was a 
<l«*p, dark, evil-smelling crevice in a rock clifT- 
tldi. Ilttired all about with gnawed bones. Be- 
lor* it, lh« youth saw the clearly-marked prints 
of ■ baar — ■ griiily so large that they could only 
h«T» bttn made by Old One-Ear! The prints 
w«ri freih, but there M'as no other sign of the 
praltnc* of the killer beast. Evidently, he was 
»w»y, on a hunting foray. 

"And I've found his den," whispered Tim Dun- 
bar XO himielf. 

"I'll be able to tell my dad and the cowboys, 
and they'll tet in ambush lor him. Our stock will 
be saf* •( last!" 

Turning away, Tim Dunbar started down the 
mountain slope. He would have to gtt help . . . 
and last I 

But, no sooner had he gone a quarter-mila 
" e slope, than he halted. His keen eyes 



had f 



0 the 



side pf ihe trail he was following. They looked 
strange, as if they had been placed that way 
r«cenlly— by human hands! Quickly, he hurried 
over to the unusual cairn, and started to lift the 
lop rocks off. Reaching the ground level, he 



Mr*, "P. and M." marked faintly o 



the let 



lain Stage' They 1- 
the highway last wi 
Swiftly, he tore I 



i in hi: 



the 



! I r 



n forth into the light, 
lore money than Tim 
life. "The money ftom 
utlaws had to hide it 



here for a while, figuring they couldn't risk a get- 
away right after the robbery. But what'll I do 
with it now? If I try to go down to the ranch 

He clutched the packet full of money to his 
chest, his thoughts racing. If only there was a 
place he could hide the money temporarily ... a 
place he knew would be safel Where could he 
put it^ Then Ihe idea came to him. and he 
started back up the mountainside . . . 

Half an hour later. Tim hurried back down 
the slope toward his father's ranch. He had lo 



find his dad ai 



about 



0 thin 



he had discovered! Old One-Ear's den — and the 
loot from the recent stage holdup . . . 

But suddenly, as Tim Dunbar crossed a shale- 
Covered stretch of mountainside, he saw two 
men approaching, coming out from behind a 
huge boulder. They were big men, unshaven, 
and they were heavily armed. They eyed Jim 
with suspicion and separated, as by mutual con- 
sent, ai he came near them. Then, when he was 
but a few steps away, they closed in on him. 

"Howdy, kid," one of them began. "Where've 
you been? Hunting deerf" 

"N-nol" Btamin*red Ihe rancher's son. feeling 
the menace in the older man's voice. "I-I was 
b-berry picking." 

"B-bcrrics, eh?" the big stranger mocked, 
"You didn't see anything else, did you? Any- 
thing . . . hidden?' He kept his keen eyes on 
Tim'a face, and he saw the boy change ex- 
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pression "Anylhing liks a packei hidden under 

The boy began lo flush, and he reali;^ed that 
his face was giving him away, under The si ran- 
ger s suspicious questioning. He could not hide 
the truth (rom the man ' And, il they knew about 
the money packet, they had to be the holdup 
men. Quickly, imperceptibly, he began to bring 
the Remington up! They would not take him 
without a fight . , , 

"Crah him!" one ol the men shouted. They 
dove toward Tim. one man seizing the rifle m 
an iron grasp, and the other catching the boy 
by the shoulder and hurhng him lo the ground. 

"Get up!" 1he man said, pomiing the rifle at 
him. 

"The easy talkin' is over! Now we mean 
business. Soon as we saw you skedaddling 
down out of the hills, we knew you'd spotted 
our cache. Now. did you leave it where it was or 
did you hide it'" Tim Dunbar was silent. 
"Quick!" the man grunted, slapping the boy 
sharply across ihe face. "Where is il? Talk up!" 

Flinching from the savage, cutting blow. Tim 
realiied it was no use trying to hide the truth. 
These outlaws would stop at nothing lo recover 
their hidden loot. He'd have to show them where 
the money packet was. 

"S-top." he muttered, "I'l! tell you. I found 
the money — and I hid it. I reckoned I'd (ell my 
dad— ■ 

—and he'd tell the sheriff, eh?" broke in one of 
the outlaws. "Not by a long sight! You're 

Tim Dunbar had no choice. Single file, he led 
the two badmen up the slope. As he walked, he 
could feel the rifle pointing at his back — and he 
felt a desperate drive to fling himself to the 
side, in an attempt lo escape. But he knew that 
he could not move more than a few steps before 
they would gun him down. Soon the youth and 
ihe iwo men passed by the littered cairn, where 
ibe stage packet had been. One ol the outlaws 
swore bitterly, but the other man quieted him. 
"Keep goiiB^ It'd, ' he said, "'And hurry," 
Soon, they approached the dark crevice in 
the cliffs^de that Tim Dunbar had seen earlier. 
He pointed toward the entrance lo the cave. 
"There it is," he said, "Inside there," 
The outlaw pointed with the Remington. "Go 
in and get it." he muttered. "We'll wait here." 



Hesitatingly. Tim started into the evil-smellinj 
den. At first, he had thought it was a good idel 
to throw the packet in here. He had figured rio 
man would dare come close to the cave of Old 
One-Ear. unlil his father and his men killed 
the giant gri;ily. And then, they'd have been 
able to reclaim the packet. He reached out a 
trembling hand and touched the canvas. Clutch- 
ing it. he started to turn, when he heard a tre- 
mendous, soughing roar! It was the fighting cry 
of Old One-Ear! 

Crouching and looking out, he saw a terrifying 

The huge bear had been lurking in the under- 
brush, and had suddenly charged, from a short 
distance, toward the men who had invaded his 
territory! In a few giant paces, he reached them 
and lashed out at them with a tooth-and-claw 
attack. One of the men was immediately thrown 
to the ground, the rifle dashed from his grip, and 
then the bear lunged toward the other man. 

Wide-eyed, Tim Dunbar saw the Remington 
dropping to the ground by the cave entraneat 
It represented his only chance — and it w*( « 
slim one. But he had to take it . . . 

Seizing Ihe rifle, shooting from ■ crouchad 
position in the mouth of the cave, h« limad uf 
at the enraged grizzly. The gun thundered Ilk* ■ 
cannon in the confined space, and slammad 
back against his shoulder like a ^edge hammWi 
But he shot again and again, aiming at th# 
grizzly's throat and head. At the first ihol, Old 
One-Ear had shuddered. Baring his long yal« 
lowed fangs, he had turned from hit othw 
victims toward the boy. But, as he lumbertd 
forward, bullet after bullet had thudded into 
him! And finally, when he was scant inches from 
the boy, he staggered forward and fell — dead! 

TIM DimBAR rose, the rifle in one hand, 
and the canvas packet in the other. Old 
One-Ear lay at hts side — and the two outlawl 
were moaning on the ground, seriously wounded. 
The boy shook his head slowly. 
"When I started out this morning," he said, 
"I aimed to do a little berry picking!" He 
shook his head. "Two outlaws and a killer 
grizzly add up to a lot of berries! Great Day!" 
Then he started to tun down to his father'^ 

THE END 
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'she doesnT even VwHATi:)e WE \nrovERBOARDJ 

'WAVE ANYONE TO f ^\WfllTIH FOR-^,^ WITH HER^ 
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'SvX™'^ DUBBLE BUBBLE gomK WoiaI! fleer's^ 
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